a pencil and paper? I worried over these alternatives.

I think that all this was part of my body's reaction to
the tension of the last three days. All the evidence points
to that conclusion. My stomach rumbled incessantly. I
was very thirsty. I kept lighting cigarettes and then pitch*
ing them out of the window before I had smoked them,
Also, and this was most significant, I had that curious
feeling of having forgotten something, of having left some-
thing behind in St Gatien, something that I should need.
All nonsense, of course. I had left nothing in St Gatien
that could have been the slightest use to me that night
in Toulon.

The car hummed on through moonlit avenues of trees,
Then we left the trees behind and the country became
more open. There were plantations of olives, their leaves
a silvery grey in the light of the headlamps. We flashed
through villages. Then we came into a small town. A man
in the square shouted angrily at us as we shot past him,
'Soon,3 I thought, 'we shall be at Toulon.' I had a sudden
desire to talk to someone. I turned to the man beside
me.

'What was that place?'

He removed his pipe from his mouth. 'La Cadiere.3

'Do you know who it is that we are going to arrest?'

'No.3 He put his pipe back in his mouth and stared
straight ahead.

'I'm sorry,' I said, 'about the lemonade.'

'I don't know what you're talking about.'

I gave it up. The Renault swung to the right and
accelerated along a straight road. I stared at Beghin's head
and shoulders outlined against the glare of the head-
lights. I saw him light a cigarette. Then he half turned
his head.
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